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M'Whizzle. "We found, however, clues connected
with other cases on which we are engaged."
"No nails?"
" There was a bit of partly-digested nail, I believe,
but a careless constable lost it."
" All the rest of the horse gone? " asked Mrs Nixon,
in a dismal voice.
"All gone."
* Poor fellow!" said Mrs Nixon, tearfully. " Poor
Old Joke!"
"The horse was evidently being led across the ford
on the night of the robbery," explained the Chief of
the Secret Police, " and the brute seized it and pulled
it into deep water. I had the local police up before
me, and, after severe cross-questioning, got them to
admit that they saw a yellow horse being led across
the ford by a short white man, whom I had no diffi-
culty in recognizing from their description as Ryan."
w Ryan must have been indigestible, like the horse-
shoe," commented Mrs Nixon.
Lochinvar Jt'Whizzle frowned at her majestically.
" I have other evidence against Ryan," he said, " and
he knows it. He is trying to throw me off the scent
too. Only to-day I received information that he has
backed this deceased horse, Old Joke, through an
intermediary for a very large sum. And I understand
that my late clerk, Podd, has also been putting money
on the. horse. Probably he, too, wants to throw me
off the scent. But, as usual with the criminal classes,
these men have over-reached themselves. Their action
has merely had the effect of increasing my suspicions,"
"You'll have to arrest ail Singapore soon," com-